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When we behold her angel face, 

Or when ſhe ings with heavenly grace, 
In what we hear and what we ſee, 
How raviſbing's the harmony. 

No charms like Celia's voice ſurpriſe, 
Except the muſic of ber eyes. 
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VOLUME +I. 


SONG L 

Nymph of the plain, 
By a jolly young ſwain 
By a jolly young ſwain, 

Was addreſs'd to be kind: 

But relentleſs I find 

To his prayers ſhe appear'd 

Tho' himſelf he endear'd, 
In a manner fo ſoft ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


How much he ador'd her, 

How oft he implor'd her, 

How oft he implor'd her, 

T cannot expreſs; , 

But he lov'd to exceſs. 

And he ſwore he would die, 

If ſhe would not comply, 
In a manner fo ſoſt ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet 
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While bluſhes like roſes 

Which nature compoſes, 

Which nature compoſes, 

Vermillion'd her face, 

With an ardour and grace, 

Which her lover improv'd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


When wak'd ſrom the joy, 
Which their ſouls did employ, 
Which: their ſouls did employ, - 
From her ruby warm lips, 
"Thouſand odours he ſips, 
At the ſight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner ſo ſoft ſo cngaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion co meet. 


But how they ſhall part 
Now becomes all the ſmart, 5432 
Now becomes all the ſmart ß ñ 
Till he vow'd to his fair, ö 
That to caſe his own care, I SF- 
He would meet her again, an: 
And till then be in pain, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 


As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


'$FOWE-0:: 1 


SEND home my long ſtray'd eyes to me 
Which ah ! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they*ve learn'd ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile 
And then beguile, | 
Keep the deceivers, kcep them fill, 
vend home my harmleſs heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought could fla'n; 
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But if it has been taught by thine, 
To forteit both, 
Its word and oath, 


Keep it for then ?tis none of mine, 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy lies, 


And laugh one day perhaps when thou 


Shalt grieve for one 
Thy love will ſcorn 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


SONG. III. 


WarilsT I fondly view the eharmer, 
Thus the god of love I ſue 


Gentle Cupid, pray difarm her 


Cupid, if you love me do: 

Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, 
Rob her neck, her lips. her cyes, 
The remainder ſtill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize. 


Shape and feature ; dame and paſſion 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſapererogation, 
Mere idolatry of love 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, 'who no foe is 
To your altars or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 


Do Florella's charms diſpleaſe you? 


Die then fooliſh mortal die: 
Fancy not that III deprive her 
Of the captivating ſtore; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Tu enty thouland + © $8 mores 
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Were Florella proud and ſour,, 8 
Apt to mock a lover's care; 1 

Juſtly then you'd pray that power | 8 
Shou'd be taken from the fair: | 
But tho? I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, ; 

No relief in that you'll find; 11 
Still fond ſhepherd you'll adore her | 

For the beauties of her mind. 5 

SONG IV. = 

Trx years like Troy my ſtubborn heart, me 


Withſtood th” aſſault of fond deſire : 
But now, alas I feel a ſmart, 
Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on fire. 


With care we may a pile ſecure, _ 
And from all common ſparks defend 

But Oh ! who can a houſe ſecure - 
When the celeſtial flames deſcend. 


Thus was I ſafe, till from your eyes 
Deſtructive fires are brightly given 

Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe,” ' -. . - 
When lo! the lightning comes from beavers 


SONG. 
WaHi1LsT I gaze on Chloe trembling 
Straight her eyes my fate declare 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wandring look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 
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Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure? 
I will diſcloſe my. inclination; , 


Awful diſtance yields no cure, 
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Sure it is not in her nature, 

To be cruel to her flave ; 
She is too divine a creature 

To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


. Happy's he whoſe inclination 


Warms but with a gentle heat; 
Never mounts to raging paſſion, 

Love's a torment it too great. 
When the ſtorm is once blown over, 

Soon the ocean quiet grows 


But a conſtant faithful lover 


Scldom meets with true repoſe. 


SONG VL 


a Ny days have been ſo wondrous free, 


The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe frem tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſs'd as I. 
Aſk gliding waters if a tear 
Of mine encreas'd their ſtream; 
Nor aſk the flying gales if e cr 
I lent a ſigh to them. Sete 


But now my former days ret frre, 
And Pm by beauty caught: 

The tender chains of ſweet deſire 
Are fix'd upon my thought. 

An cager hope within my breaſt 
Does ever doubt controul ; 


And lovely Naney ſtands confels'd 


The fav? rite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt: the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ve cloſe retreats of love; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aihſt the dear deſign, 041 Ka 
h U 33 
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O reach a young unpractis d heart, 1 
To make her ever mine. Fe 
The very thoughts of change I hate, 2 
As much as of deſpair, - = If 
And hardly covet to be great, ns 
Unleſs it be for her. 1 


Tis true the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs ; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


SONG VII. 
ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board ; 
O! where ſhall I my true love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 
William, who high upon-the yard ; 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro; 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: 
The cords flides gently thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet lark high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his panions to his breaſt, 
(If chance his mate's ſhri}} voice he hear), 
And drops at once into her net : 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſhfleet, 
Might envy William's hips theſe kiſſes e Fed 
O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever truc remain, 
Ler me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again : 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points at thee, 
Believe not what the landmen f; 


Who tempt with doubts thy . mind ; | 
They'll tell, the ſailors; when way, 
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; Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo 
For thou art preſent whereſoc er I go; 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 

Thy eyes are ſeen in,diamonds bright 

Thy breath in Afric's ipiey gale ; 

Thy ſkin is ivory fo white; 

| Thus every beautcous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 
Tho? cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly 
: Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan” 8 155 


The 8 gave the dreadful word 

5 The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard; 
They kiſs'd ſhe 68h d he bung his head 

Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land 
Adieu ſhe crics ; and wav'd her lily hand. 


$ONG vn. 


Swrxir are the charms of her I love 
More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 
Soft as the down. of turtle dove 
Gentle as winds when zephyrs blow, 
Refreſhing, as deſcending rains 
To ſun burnt chmes _ thirſty plains, 


True as the needle to the pole, 

Or as the dial to the ſun, 
Conſtant as gliding water roll 

Whole fwelling tides obey. the moon 
From every other charmer ſree, 
My lite and love ſhall follow thee, ' 


\ 


8 Love from the ſoul can neꝰer divide. | 


-And drive him frum the bleeding heart 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours At 
The dam the tender kid purſues, J Upc 
Sweet Philomel in ſhady bowers | 4 He | 
Of verdant ſpring her note renews ; J L 
All follow what they moſt deſire I * 
As I purſue my ſouPs dere. on 
Nature muſt change her beauteous face * ; | 
And vary as the ſeaſons ric ; Ou 
As winter to the ſpring gives place 12 
Summer th' approach of autumn fies It ) 


No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble towers and walls of braſs 
In his rude march he levels low ; 
But time deſtroying far and wide, 


Death only with his cruel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove, 


To mingle with the blefs'd above, B 
Where known to all his kindred train, HS 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. | 8. 
Love and his ſiſter fair the ſoul, 1 
Twin born irom heaven together came : 
Love will the univerſe eontroul. il © 


When dying ſeaſons loſe their name 


Where Thirſis long in vain 
Had fought the happy hour 


Divine abodes ſhall own his power, | 
When time and Ronan hall be no more, £ | 
SONG IX, 
Fan Iris and her ſwain - 1 
Were in a ſhady bower, * W 
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| At length, his hand advaneing 

3 Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 

He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 

: Longer yet, and longer, 

; [If you would make me bleſt. 
IRIS. 

An eaſy yielding maid 

By truſting is undone, 

f Our ſex is oft betray d 

- By granting love too ſoon; 

5 11 you deſire to gain me, 

© Your ſufferings to redreſs, 

Prepare to love me longer, 

> Longer yet and longer, 

2 Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 

: THIRSIS. 

The little care you ſhow, 

Of all my forrows paſt 

Makes death appear too flow, 

And life too long to laſt; 

Oh, Iris, kiſs me kindly, - 

In pity of my fate, 

Fair Iris: kiſs me kindly, 

1 Kindly ſtill and kindly, 

* Before i it be too late. 


6 You fondly court your i 

And no advances make: 

- Tis not for-maids to kiſs, 

b But 'tis for men to take; : 

So may you kiſs me kindly, 

> And l will not rebel, 

Thirſis may kiſs me kindly, 

* Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 

: But never kiſs and tell. 

f ALTERNATIVE. 

And may I kiſs you kindly ? 

Ves, you may kiſs me kindly, 

And kindly ſtill and kindly ? 
And kindly ftill and kindly 
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And will you not rebel. 
And I will not rebel. 

Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 

But never kiſs and tell. 


SONG X. 


Ax! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a light diſcover, 

As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 
And chear a drooping lover. 


Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 


And all my ſorrows baniſh ; 
Before the ſun of thy bright * 
All gloomy terrors baniſh, | 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure; 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleaſure ? 


The petty pow'rs of hell deſtroy ;_ 
To ſave the pride of heav'n: 

To you the firſt, If you prove coy ; 
ee e TE 


The choice then ſure's not hard to * | 


 Betwixt a good and evil: 
Which title had you rather take; 


My goddeſs, or, * devil? 
SONG XL 


Fit ! Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
Which meaner beauties ule, - : 


Who think they ne'er ſecure our me, | 


Unleſs they till reſuſe; 
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Are coy and ſhy ; will ſeem to frown 
To raiſe our paſſion higher 

But when the poor delight is known 

It quickly palls deſire. 


Come let's not trifle time away 
Or ſtop you know not why 

Vour bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to dic! 


Let all your maiden fears be gone, 


And love no more be coſt 
Ah Liza, when the joys are known, 


75 


You'll curſe the minutes paſt. 


SONG XII. 
Br wary my Celia, when Celadon ſues 
Theſe wits are the bane of your charms, 
Beauty, play'd againſt reaſon will certainly loſe, 
Warring naked with robbers in arms, 


Young Damon deſpis'd for his plainneſs of parts 
Has worth that a women would prize; 

He'll run the race, out tho? he heavily ſtarts 
And diſtance the ſhort winded wiſe, 


Your fool is a ſaint in the temple of love 
And kneels all his life there ro pray ; 

Your wit but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 
Tis a ſtage he but takes in his way. 


SONG XIII. 
STELLA and Flavin, every hour, 
Do various hearts ſurpriſe; 
In Stella's ſoul lies all her power, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſts are, 
In Stella's more confin'd 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 
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Stella like Britains monarch, reigns 
O' er eultivated lands; | 
Like caſtren tyrant* Flavia deigns : 
To rule o'cr barren barren ſands. MO 


* 


| Then boaſt, Fair Flavia boaſt thy face, | 
Thy beauty's only tore ; | 

Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 

j Each day gives Stella more. 


OF arr. the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally 

She is the darling of my heart 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 
ö Is halt fo ſweet as Sally 

She is the darling of my heart 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


| 8s ON G XIV. 
=. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And through the ſtreets does cry'em * 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 


But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne'er beget C 
So ſweet a girl as Sally ; 11 

She is the darling of my heart, | 7 
And ſhe lives in our alley. l , 

When ſhe is by, I leave my work — : 1 


I love her ſo fincerely 
My maſter comes like any Turk 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely 
But let him bang his belly full 
PII bear it all for Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. [ 


Of all the days are in the weck, 8 
I dearly love but one day, 
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And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday. 


| For then I'm dreſt in all my beſt, 


4 
„ 


| She is the darling of my heart, 


3 


To walk abroad with Sally; 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often am I blamed, 

Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named. 

I leave the church in ſermon time, 
And link away with Sally, 


She is the darling of my heart, 


And ſlie lives im our alley. 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 


O! then I (hall have money; 


I'll hoard it up and box it all, 


And give it to my honey: 


And wou'd: it were ten thouſand-· pound, 


I'd give it all to Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lies in our alley. 


Muy maſter, and the neighbours all, 


Make game of me and ally; 


And (but for her) I'd better be 
A | | 


ave, and row a galley; 
But when my ſeven long years are out, 
O! then I'll marry Sally, 


O! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But ay not in our alley. 


SONG xv. ; 


13 


Wovrp you have a young virgin of fiſteen years ? 


You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweet and dears 
Ever toying and playing, and-{weetly, ſweetly, 
| Sing © love-ſonnet, and ch4-mn her ears; 


Vor, IL X 
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Wirtily, prettily talk her down, 


Chaſe her, and praiſe her if fair or brown ; 7 — 
Sooth her, and ſmooth her | 81 
| And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
| | And touch but her ſmicket, and all's s your own. | 
| Do ye fancy a widow, well wa in men? 4 5 


With the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, briſkly 
Put her in mind how her time ſteals on; 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, N 
Rouſe her and touſe her from morn till noon, 14 
And ſhew her ſome hour a 
You are able to grapple, , 


And get but her writings, and all's your own. 
Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, | 9 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality? | it 
You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 7 T 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; | {2 
Swear her much fairer than all the town, f 
Try her and ply her when Cully? 's gonc, | | B. 
Dog her and jog her, 5 
And meet her and treat her, . 
And kiſs with a guinca, and all's your own. ” 
SONG XVI. * A 
e W 
SHE. | 1 
On love! if a god thou wilt be, R 
Do juſtice in favour of mae . B. 
For yonder approaching I ſee 5 
A man with a beard, n [2 
Who, as I have heard, ; 
Hath often undone WES | 


Poor maids that have none, 


With fighing and toying, : 
And crying and lying, N ; 
And ſuch kind oſ ra _= 


* 
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Hr. 


: Fair maid, by your cave, 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleaſure to meet you here : : 


Pray tremble not ſo, 
Nor offer to go, 


| Vl do you no harm I ſwear, 


2 Sx *. 
3 


I'll do you no harm I ſwear. 


SHE» 

My mother is ſpinning at home, 
My father works hard at the loom, 
And we were a-milking come; 

Their dinner they want ; 

Then pray you,“ Sir, dont 

Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us affront; 

We're none of the town 

Will lie down for a crown, 


Then away, Sir, and give us room- 


Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm ! 


He. 
By Phœbus and Jove, 
By honour and love, 
Pl do thee dear ſweet, no harm 3 
Ve' re freſh as a roſe, 
I want one of thole ; 


Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm! 


And can you then like the old rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull. 
And marry, and look like a fool ? 


SHE» 


For I muſt be plain, 

All tricks are in vain ; 

There's nothing can gain 

What you wou'd obtain, 

Like moving and proving, 

By wedding, true loving, 
My leſſon I learn'd at ſchool. 

X 2 
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| 5 © 
PH do't by this hand, 


Pve houſes and lands, 

Eſtate too in good frechold ; 
My dear, let us join, 
That all ſhall be thine, 

Beſides a good purſe of gold. 


SHE, © 
You make me to bluſh now, I vow 
Ah me! ſhall J baulk my cow! 


But ſince the late oath you have ſwore, 


Your ſonl ſhall not be 
In danger for me; 
I'll rather agree 
Of two to make three: 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
And PI nc'er go i more 


ff. A 
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Maiprx, freſh as a roſe, 
Voung, buxom, ſull of — 
Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 
Fond of their raking quality; 
He who wears a long buth, 
All powder'd down from his perierane. 
And with nofe full of ſnuff, 
Snuffles out love in a merry vein. 


Who, to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too: 

Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigs in a * too; 
Patrimony out- run 

To make a fine ow tö carry thee; 

Plainly friend thou'rt undone, 

If ſuch a creature 8 thee. 
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Then, for fear of a bribe, 


Of flattering noiſe and vanity, 


Yoke a lad of our tribe, 


| | He'll ſhew the beſt hymanity 3 


Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 


In civil as well as ſecular; 4 


pore * 2. * 


But when the Spirit doth move, 
We have a giſt particular. 


Tho” our graveneſs i is pride; 

That boobys the more may venerate, 
He that gets a good bride 

Can jump when he's to generate, 
Off then goes the diſguiſe, 

To bed in his arms he'll. carry thee ;. 
Then to be happy and wiſe, 

Take yea and * to e thee. 


85 0 N. G XVIII. 


Laer Sunday at St James's prayers, 


The prince and princeſs by ; 

I, dreſs'd all in my whalebone airs, 
Sat in a eloſet nigh. 

I bow'd my knees, U held my book, 
Read all the anſwers oer; 

But was perverted by a look, 
Which pierc'd me from the door. 


High thoughts of heaven I came to uſe, 


With the devouteſt care; 


Which gay young Strephon made me loſe - 


And all the raptures there, 
He wait to hand me to my chair, 
And bow'd with courtly grace; 
But whiſper'd love into mine ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 


— 


Love love, ſaid he, by all ador'd 


My tender heart has won: 
But I grew peeviſh at the word; 
Deſir'd he might be gone. 
A 3 
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He went quite out of fight, while 1 
A kinder anſwer meant; 2 

Nor did I for my fins that day, 
By half io much repent. 


SONG. XIX. 


Love, thou art the beſt of human Joys, 
Our chiefeſt happineſs below; 

All other pleaſures are but toys, 

Muſie without thee is but noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven that knew beſt what men cou'd move 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 

. Said, Let him be, and let him love, 

That only muſt his ſoul improve, 

- Howe'er philoſophers diſpute. 


SONG XX. 
DEz8PAIRING befide a clear ftream, 

' A ſhepherd forſaken was laid 

And while a falſe nymph was his theme 
A willow ſupported his head, | 

The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a figh did reply; ; 

And the brook in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas ! filly ſwain that T was; 
(Thus fadly complaming he ery'd); 
When firſt | beheld that fair face, 
were better by far T had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I blefs* her dear tongue, 
When the ſmil'd, it was pleafure too great 
I lifted, and ery'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſwect! 


How fooliſh was I to believe, | 
She could date on ſo lowly a clown, 
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Or that her fond nete would not grieve 
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To forlake the fine folk ot the town; 


| To think that a beauty 10 gay 


RN. | 
164 
5 1 


So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 


0 Or go clad like our maidens in grey 


Or live in a cottage on love? 


| What tho” I have ſkill to complain 


Tho? the muſes my temples have crown'd 


What tho? when they hear my ſoft ſirains 


The virgins fit weeping around 


[ Ah' Colin! thy hopes are in vain 


Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 


4 Thy fair one inelines to a ſwain, 


W hoſe muſic is {weeter than thine. 


; All you, my companions fo dear 


W ho forrow to ſee me betray'd 


Wcat ever I ſuffer, forbear, 


Forbear to aceuſe the falſe maid 


Tho' thro? the wide world | thou'd range 


'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
*Twas hers to berfalſe and to change 
Tis mine to be conflant and dic. 


If while my hard fate I Cuſtairi ' 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground 
The laſt humble boon that Lerave 
Is to ade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true; 


Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck ber in golden array; 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow 

And frolic it all the day long; 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 


No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 


17 


— 


2G K COLLECTION 


Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


: "SONG XXI. 
»Twas when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blaits of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock rechn'd 
Wide o'er the roaring billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look, . 
Her head was crown'd with willows 
That ne o'er the brook. 


Twelve MY: were gone and over 
And nine Jong tedious days 
Why didſt thou. vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel occan, 
And let my lover reſt; | 
Ah! what's that troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt? 


The merchant robb'd: of treaſure 
Views tempeſts in deſpair + 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the loſsing of my dear 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on 
Where gold and diamonds grow 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can you fay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain 
No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover 
And leave the maid to weeps 
All melanchgly lying 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear 
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|Repay'd each blaſt with ſighing 
- Each billow with a tear; 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping 


His floating corple ſhe ſpy d; 


f4 


Then, like a lily drooping, 


| She bow'd her oy and "a 
1 
; REMEMBER, Damon, you did tell, 


In chaſtity you lov'd me well, 
© But now alas! I am undone, | 
Ard here am left to make my moan 


To doleful Hades J will remove 

Since Pm deſpiſ'd by him I love, 

Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely walks of willow green. | 


Upon my dear's deluding tee 
Such ſoft verfaaſive; language hung 
That when his words had filence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke 
To happy nymph, whoc'er ſhe be 
That now enjoys my charming he, 

For oh ! 1 fear it to my coſt 


- Sh&s found the heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth 
A ſnake may hide, or take its birth, 
So his falſe breaſt conceal it did 
His heart, the ſnake that there lay hid. 
ITis falle to ſay, we happy are, | 
Since men delight thus to eriſnare, 
In man no woman can be bleſs'd 
Their vows are rewind, their love a jeft. 
Ye gods, in view to my grief, 
Send me my Damon, or relief 
Return the wild delicious 


Whom once I, thought my ng of 1 
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But whilſt Pm begging of this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer this 

When Damon has enjoy d, be flies, : 
M bo ſees bim, loves; who loves him, dies. FE 
There's not a bird that haunts the Us. | if 
But is a witneſs of my love: 


Now all the bleaters on the plain Arr 
Seem ſympathiſers in my pain; ö T he 
Echoes repeat my plaintive moans | 11 ( 
The waters imitate my groans : | A 
The trees their bending boughs recline, Ane 
And droop their heads as I do mine. = 1 
8 ON G XXIII. . 
On a bank, beſide a willow rey 51 U 
Heav'n her covering, earth her pillow | 1 
Sad 4mynta ſigh'd alone; * 1 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 6 10957 
Till the dews of night returning x f 
Singing, thus ſhe made her Moan, | Ch: 
Hope is banifld e 
| Joys are vanihᷣe Lg: is 
Damon my beloved is gone. | | . 
Time, I dare to thee diſcover, = 
Such a youth and ſuch a lover, | 1 
Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he, | 'T1 
Damon was the pride of nature, . A. 
Charming in his every feature, | 5 
Damon liv'd alone for — 9. W 
Melting I a 1 | V 
| Murm'ring blifſes, ' 1! MW 
Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we? r -+6i} Fi, 


Never ſhall we eurſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore, 
Never ſhall we both ly dyng z5 
Nature (ailing love ſupplying ©, © 5 4 


. OF CHOICE SONGS. 


All the joys he drain'd before, 
To befriend me 
Death, come, end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 
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SONG XXIV. 
THAN ſhunn'd his fell -w-ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 
(Hceav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow) ; 
He loſt his crook, he-left his flocks, 
And wand'ring through the lonely rocks, 
; He nouri i'd endleſs wo. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek: 
f 2 mingled his concern with theirs, 
_ *He gave them back their friendly tears, 

! He figl'd ; but could not ſpeak. 


FClarinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
> And aſk'd the reaſon of his wo; 
She aſk'd ; but with an air and mein, 
As made it eaſily foreſcen, 
She fear'd to much to know. 


"The ſhepherd raisd his mournſul head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the crucl truth reveal; 
Which nothing from my breaſt thould tear 
Which never ſhould offend your car, 

a But that you bid me tell ? 

Tis thus T love, 'tis thus complain, 

4 Since you appear'd upon the plain, 

L ou are the cauſe of all my care: 
# Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart ; 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart: 
11 love, and I deſpair, - 
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Too much Alexis, I have heard, 


Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd ; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe ery'd ; 

But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 

No breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain 
He bow'd, obey'd and dy'd. 


SONG XXV. 
War fo pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prithee, why ſo pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Frithee, why lo pale? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young lone? 
Prithee, why ſo mute ? 

Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't? | 
Prithee, why ſo mute? 


Quit, quit for ſhame; this will not move 
This cannot take her; 

If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can make her, 
The devil take her. 


5 0 XXI 


AO 8 I. WE en 
e drank whale iſs- 
Full oſ ſack up fee, 
I drank to my friend. 

And he drank bis pot, 

So we put about the whim: 
Three bottles and a quart 
We ſwallow d down our throat, 


(But hang ſuch puny ſips as theſe ; 
We laid us all —— 2 > Y 


With our mouths unto the bung, 


And tipt whole hogſheads: off with "Ry 22 
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! Aal of a 1 

9 That drank whole tankerds, 
Styl'd himſelf the prince of ſots: 

ut I ſay now, Hang | 

Such filly drunkards, 

Melt their flaggons, break their pots. 
* friend and I did join 

For a cellar full of wine, 

And we drank the vintner out of door 
We drank it all up 

In a morning at a ſup, 

1 And greedily rov'd about for more. 

: N friend to me \ 
| Did make this motion. 

1 Let us to the vintage ſkip ; 

Then we imbark'd 

Upon the ocean, 

4 Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip 
Deep laden with wine, 

Which was ſuperfine, 

Tue ſailors ſwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at ſca, 

Exe we came unto the key, 

4 And the merchant Gore he was quite undone. 


My friend, nor having 

Quench'd his thirſt, 

Said, Let's to the vineyards haſt 
(Straight then we ſail'd 

- © To the Canaries 

4 Which afforded juſt a taſte ; 

F rom thence unto the Rhine, 

Where we drank up all the wine, 

Tin Bacchus cry'd hold ye ſots or you die 

And ſwore he never found, 

| In his univerſal round, | 
Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and I. 

\ Val III. * 


5 
> 
ry 4 

2. 


8 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 


26 A COLLECTION 
Our fie ! eries one, 

What a beaſt he makes him L, 
He can neither ſtand nor go: 1 
Our you beaſt, you, F. 

You're much miſtaken, = 
Whene'er knew you a beaſt drink ſo? © Ac 
*Tis when we drink the leaſt, 1 
That we drink moſt like a beaſt; Si 
But when we carouſe it ſix in band. 1A 
*Tis then, and only then, \ M 
That we drink the moſt like men, $: 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand, k 
: SONG XXVI. F 
Lr foldiers fight for prey or praiſe. 6 1 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, . 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 1 I 
And gluttons glory in their diſſi: 2 £ 
Jis wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls 11 


r 


7 berefore fill us the chearing bowls, 


_— * 


And in a lover's lock delight, | * 
And artificial colours wear: | 3 

Pure wine is native red and white; b 
Jit wane, &c. : 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 


That hvely which before was dull 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave. A 

And kindneſs flows from cups brim full. 9 
2 wine, ke. | = 


Some men want youth and others health | 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, ; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth 8 
But they want nothing that are drunk 
is wane, pure wine revives ſad fouls ; © 
Therefore Live us the ore bowls. 
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SONG XXVIIL 


9 

| FAREWELL, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggie 
: And a' the roſy laſſes milking on the down: 
Adicu the flowery meadows, aft ſac dear to Jacky, 

be ſports and merry glee of Edinborrow town 


And bebe too like a man, 
Among em for our roy al 3 Anne, 


1 
bs 
j 
Fach carle of Iriſh mettle, battles like a dragon: 
= The Germans waddle, — ſtraddle to the drum 
> The Italians, and the butter bowzy Hogan Mogan: 
4 Good - faith then, Scottiſh Jocky mauna lie at hame: 
1 For fince they are ganging to hunt renown, 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur down 
> T1 follow for a pluck at his brown, 
Too ſhew that Scotland can | 
| | Excel 'em tor our royal Queen Anne. 
7 Then welcome from Vigo, | 
And cudgelling Don Diego 
With ſtrutting raſcallions, 
And plundering the galleons: 
Each brave valiant fellow 
Fought at Rondondellow, 
And thoſe who did meet 
5 With the Newſoundland fleet; ; 
I When for late ſucceſſeſs, | 
; With Europe confelleſs, 
At land by our gallant commanders; ; 
The Dutch in ſtrong beer, 
Shou'd be drunk ſor a vear, 
Wich their general's health in Flanders, 
| Y 2 Sk 
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SONG XXIX. 


Tux ordnance abroad, 
| Such joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e*cr more can deſire; 
Kach member repairs 
From the tower to the ſtairs, 165 
And by water whuſh and by water whuſh 
By water they all go to fire. 


Ol each piece that's aſhore, 
They ſearch from the bore ; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in fair weather: 
I beir glaſſes are large, 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a boo huzza a 300 huzza, a boo huzza 
Guns and bumpers go off together. 
Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the faſter : 
But Mars had he been 
Upon our Woolwich green, 
To. have heard co huzza, 50 huzza, boo hnzza, 
He'd have own'd great Malborough his maſter, 


S ON.G. XXX. 


LxAvx off your fooliſh pratting, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, | 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the top. 
Let the night with mirth be erown'd, 
Drink about. ſee it out, 
Love and ſriendſhip fill go round. 
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If claret be a bleſſing, 
This night devour to pleaſure ; 
x Let worluly cares, 
[i And it-.te affairs. 
Be thought on at more leiſure; 
Fill it up to che top, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendihip till go round. 
| 92 any is ſo zealous 
Jo be a party minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
| We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion: 
* Fill your glals, name your laſs, 
Sce her health go ſweetly round, 
9 Drink about, ſee it out, 
i Let the night with} Joy be crown'd 


0 


SONG XXXI. 


1 Well drink, and we'll never have done boys, 


Put the glaſs then round with the ſun, boys: : 
4 


1 Let Apollo's example invite us, 
Pp he s drunk every night, 


That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next morning to light us. 


g Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 
- Unknown to Turk and the Perſian : 
Let Mahometan fools. 
Live by. Heatheniſh rules, 
And dream o'er their tea-pots. and coflice . 
q While the brave Britons. fing, 
| And drink healths to their king, 
And a fig for their ſultan and ſophy. 


Ex 
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SONG XXXIX. 


Wurx the lover is thinking 
With my friend PI be drinking, 
And with vigour purſue my delight ; * 
While the fool is deſigning, 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus PII ſpend the whole night, 


With the god PII be jolly, 
Without madneſs and folly, 
| Fickle woman to marry implore ; 
Leave my bottle and my friend, 
For fo fooliſh an end! 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


SONG XXXIII. 


Cx 1A, let not pride undo yon, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damon till purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone: 
See how fair the blooming roſe is, 
See by all how juſtly priz'd ; 
But when it its beauty loſes, 
See the wither'd thing deſpis'd. 


When thoſe charms that youth. have lent you, 
Like the roſes. are decay'd, 
Celia, vou'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid! 
: a maid-! die a maid! die a maid! 
elia, you'll too late repent yo 
And be forc'd to dic a maid! 4 5 


a 
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SONG XXXIV. 


I' range around the ſhady bowers; 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers; 
I'Il trip the garden and the grove, 
re make a garland for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 
My thriſting nymph does panting ly, 
Ill haſten to the fountain's brink, 
And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 


N * 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove 
A graſſy bed Ill make my love, 


Ey 
# 


And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


by 
And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies; 
© Myſclf ſhall never cloſe thoſe eyes; 
But gazing ſtill with fond delight, 
I'll watch my charmer all the night. 


7 
5 And then, as ſoon as chearful day 
Diſpels the gloomy ſhades away 
Forth to the foreſt ll repair 

And find proviſion for my fair, 

} | 

Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight 
Regarding nothing I endurc, 
iT So I can caſc for her procure. 

But if the maid whom thus I love, 
Should e' er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
I'll ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 


And never think of woman more. 
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SONG XXXV, 


Tno' cruel you ſeem to my pain 
Ana hate me becaule I am true 


| Yet, Philis, vou love a falſe ſwain 


W ho has other nymphs in his view 
Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven it would be! 
To him but a woman you ijecm, 

But ah! you're an angel to me. 


Thoſe lips, which he touches in haſte 
To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt | 
Which he ipans as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lily fo white, _ 
Which over his ſhoulder you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would-preſs it all day. 
Were | like a monarch to rain, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave them and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I muſt fecl thy diſdain, 
If tears cannot cruelty drown,. 
O; let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a frown, 


SONG XXXVTI. 


From roſy bowers, where lleeps the god of love; 


Hither, ye little waiting Cupids, fly; 
Teach me, in ſoft melodious ſong to move 
With tender, paſſion my heart's darling joy ; 


Ah! let the ſoul of muſic tune my voice, 


To win dear Strephon, who my ſoul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 


Is, to be briſk and airy, 


—_ i. 
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With a ſtep and a bound, 
5 And a friſk from the ground, 
I'll trip like any fairy: 
As once on Ida dancing, 
> Were three celcſtial bodies, 
With'an air and a face, 
3 And a ſliape and a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ah! ah! 'tis in varn, *tis all in vain, 

Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain 

Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain | 

$ Falls on my breaſt ; black winds in tempeſts blow: 
My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; : 
© My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt repoſe, 
And toa ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze 


Or ſay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf or drown 
Amongſt the foaming billows, 

© Increaſing all with tears I ſhed, 
On beds of ooze and. cryital pillows 
Lay down my love fick-head ? 15 


No, no, I'll firaight run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 
When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 
Wild thro? the woods Pll fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand thouſand deaths PII die, 
Erc thus in-vain ! ere thus in vain adore. 


SONG XXXVIL 


On! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom, 
Where none but ſighing lovers come 
Where the ſhrill trumpets never found, 
There let me ſooth my pleaſing pain, 

And never think of war again: 
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What glory can a lover have 8 
To conquer yet be ſtill a {lave 1 1 


S Oo NG XXXVIIL . . . IF 


On! lead me to ſome peaceful room, 
Where none but honeit fellows come, 
Where wives loud clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me 8 in wine my pain, 
And never think of home again: 
What comfort can a huſband have, 
To rule che houlc where he's a ſlave ?- 


s K a XXXIX. 


Pr. eus Selinda goes to prayers, 
If I but aſk a favour; __ | 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 

When ſhe believes PII leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; | | 
Would ſhe could make of me a ſaint, 
Or I of her a ſinner, 


:$QNG Ike: -- 1 


xx, ſee, the wakes. Sabina wakes, 
und now the ſun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 


With light Ke day they give, 
But different fates ere night fulfil ; 

How many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 
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Krone Corydon and Phillis 
9 Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of Lillies, 
fi Repeating tales of love, 
And * elſe, but what I dare not nams. 


5 But as ; they were a- playing, 
4 She ogled ſo the ſwain, 
9 


© 


It fav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's Kits co caſe our pain, &c. 


f n thouſand times he kiſs'd her, 
Upon the flow'ry green: 

> But as he further preſs'd her, 
A pretty leg was ſeen, 


So many beauties viewing, 

His ardor ſtill increas'd: 

© And, greater joys purſuing, 

* He wander'd o'er hey breaſt, &e. 


| A laſt effort ſhe trying, 
His paffion to withſtand, 
Cry'd, (but *twas ſaintly crying,) 
Pray take away your hand, &c. 


Young Corydon grow bolder, 
The minutes wou'd 1mprove ; 

This 1s the time, he told her, 
To ſhew how much I love, &c. 


The nymph ſcem'd almoſt dying, 
Diflolv'd in am'rous heat. 
She kiſs'd, and told him ſighing, 


My dear, your love is great, &. 


But Philis did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain 
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She bluſhing, aſk'd her lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again? &c. o - 
Thus love his revels keeping, | Ar 

Till nature at a ſtand. = ; 
From talk they fell to ſleeping, 5 
Holding cach other's hand, &c. $ 
SONG, XLII. 4 = 
| Sxx, ſce, my Seraphina comes 
Adorn'd with every grace, 5 


8 Look, gods, from your celeſtial dome, 
And view her charming faec. 


Then ſearch, and ſee, if you can find, 
In all your ſacred groves 

A nymph or goddeſs ſo divine 

As ſhe whom Strephon loves, 


SONG XLIII. 


SHE. 
Pray now, John, let Jug prevail 
Doff thy ſword, and take a flail ; 
Wounds and blows and ſcorching heat, 
Will abroad be all you'll get. 
He 


„ iz MH). 


Zounds! your are mad, ye ſimple jade 
Begone and don't prate. 
SMEs 
How think ye I ſhall do, 
With Hob and Sue, 
With all our brats when wanting yon. 
| He 4 
When I am rich with plunder, 
Thou my gain ſhalt ſhare, 
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SHE. 
317 ſhare will be but ſmall, I fear 
$ When bold dragoons have been pickering there 
And the flea flints the Germans ſtrip em bare. 
4 He. 
Mind your ſpinning, 
Mend your linen 
Look to your cheeſe, you, 
Your pigs and your geele too 
FE OHE. 
No, no, I'll ramble out with you 
5 | He. 
Blood and fire if, you tire 
Thus my patience, 
5 With vexations and narrations, 
Thumping, thumping, thumping, thumping, 
£ Is the fatal word ; Joan 
; SHE. 
Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 
HxE. 
Morblieu! that huff 5 never do. 
HE. 
Come, come, John, let's buſs and be friends 
Thus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends; 
I my tongue ſometimes let run, 
But, e J ſoon have done. 
| | Hr. 
. 'Tis well your are quaſl'd, 
0 You'd elſe been thrath'd 
Sure as my name is John. 
Sux. 
Vet fain'd I'd know for what 
3 You're all ſo hot, 
To go to kght where nothing's got. 
He. 
Forting will prove kind, 
And we ſhall then grow great. 
| SHE» 
| Grow great 
And want both drink and meat, 
Vol. III. 2. 


0 * Js 2 be * "Ip. 3 ö I ay 
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And coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat * 
Ah John, take care John! = * 
And learn more wit. 5 * 

Hr. A 
Dare you prate ſtill 5 1 


At this rate ſtill, 
And like vermin, 
Grudge at my preſerment? 
. | SHE. 
You'll beg, or get a m_—_ leg, 
E. 
Nay if bawling, catterwawling 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, 
| Still muſt rattle ; 
I'll be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 
INS Sur. 
Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Jug too, and all the ragged crew. 


SONG XIIV. 


4 . 

SINCE times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee ſwecthecart, 
Pm thinking to leave off my plough and my cart, 
And to the fair city a journey Pill go, 

To better my fortune as other folks do; 
Since fame have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 
- Been rais'd to be rulers, 

And wallow'd in riches, t 

Pray thee, come, come, come from thy wheel, 
For if the gypſies don't lie, 

I thall be a governor too ere I die. 

Sur. | 

Ah, Colin! by all thy late doings I find, 


With ſorrow and trouble, the pride of thy mind: 


Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's Jacket gocs every day on ; 


Ah! what deft thou, what doſl thou, what doi tho 


mean? 
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Hz. 
I To make my ſhoes clean, 
Ind foot it to court to the king and the queen, 
Where, ſhewing my parts, I preterment ſhall win. 
7 SE. 
Fiel 'tis better for us to plough and to ſpin; 
For, as to the court when thau happen'ſt to try, 
Thou'ltſind nothing got there unleſs thou canſt buy; 
P For money, the devil and all's to be found, 
9 But no good parts minded without the good pound. 


eat; 


He. 
: Why then Vl take arms, and follow alarms, s 
3 Hunt honour that now-a-days plaguily charins. 


ONE. 
Fad ſo loſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow. 
He. 
Suppoſe I turn gameſter ? 
HE. 
So cheat and be bang'd; 
HE. . 
What think'ſt 21 of the road then? 
| HE. - 
The high way to be hang'd. 
art, He. 


rt, Nice pimping however yields profit for life; 
Pit help ſome fine lord to another's fine wiſe. 
SRR. 
* That's dangerous too among the town crew : 
For ſome of them will do the ſame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold you may be drawn in; 
Faith, Colin, 'tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
| Se 
Will nothing prefer me? what thinkſt of the law? 
SHE. : 
O! while you live, Colin, keep out of that paw, 
Hx. 
d: I'll cant and I'll pray. 
| Z 2 
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Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 


7 Ti is 1 tho” coarſe it comes. 


Sux. 
Ah! there's nought got that way 


There's noone minds now what theſe black cattle ſay 't 


e 
„ 44s , 
* 


HRE. 75 ; 

To make our corn grow, and our apple-trces bear i 
BOTH = 

Ambition's a trade no contentment can ſhow * 

SHF., I 

So Pl to my diſtaff, | 4 

He. 7 


And I'll to my plough. 
BoTH AGAIN. 
Let all our whole care, &c. 


WHERE oxen do low, 
And apple trees grow; 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs is mown ; | 
Fate, give me ſor life a place. 
| . SHE. 
Where hay's well cock'd, 
And udders are frock'd; 
Where duck and drake 
Cry quack, quack, quack, 
Where turkeys lay eggs, 
And ſwine ſuckle pigs ; 
Oh! there would I paſs my days. 
He. 

On novght we will feed, 
But what we can breed: 

SNR. 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks ; 
And though linnen fed 
Rough, ſpun with the wheel, 


"47.0 
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4 Town follys and cullys, 
And Mollys and Dollys, 


n 
fs 4 


| ſay $9 
2H For ever adieu, and for cver. 
i SHE. 
car | 1 And beaux, that in boxes 


Ly ſmuggling their doxies, 
} Wich wigs that hang 1 to their bums. 
Es 
Good b'ye to the mall 
The park and canal, 
St. James's ſquare, 
| And flaunters there, 
The gaming houſe too, 
R, Where high dice and low | 
Are managed by all degrees. 
"SHE. 
Adieu to the knight 
Was bubbled laſt night, 
That keeps a blowzie, 
And beats his ſpouſe 
And then in great haſte, 
To pay what he's loſt 
| Sends home to cut down his trees. 
H. 
And well fare the lad 
Improves ev'ry clod 
| Who ne'er ſets his hand 
: To bill or to bond: 
OHEs, 
Nor bartars his flocks. 
For wine or the pox, 
To looſe: him of half his days. 
Hz. 
But fiſhing and fowling, 
And hunting and bowling, 
His paſtime is ever and ever. 
Sue. 
Whote * when ye buſs em, 
£3 


4L 
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Smell like the bean bloſſom; 
Oh! be 'dis ſhall have my praiſe. f 
He. 
To taverns; where goes 
Sour apples and ſloes, 
A long Adieu! 
And farewell too 
The houſo of the great, 
Whoſe cook has no meat, 
And butler can't quench my thirſt. 
; Suk. 
i. Farewell'to the change, 
f Mhere rantilopes range; 
| Farewell, cold tea, 
| And rataſie, 
| » Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 
Altho? they be choak'd with duſt... 14 
He. V 
| Farewell the law-gown; | | 
The plague of the town, 
And foes of the erown,- 
That ſhou'd be run down: 
SHE» 2] 
With city jackdaws, 
That make i aple laws, 
- To meaſure by yards and ells, - 
HE. 
Stockjobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 
Me know what you're doing, 
T And home we are going; 
And fo you may ring your bells. 


oy 


n Fa 
" , * 
— 
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SONG XEVI 
Hex. | 'S 


Je all OL OY I miſcarried, 
15 hen I play'd the ſot and HEEL 
Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't ;: 
Thoſe that are in, wou'd ſain get out on't.. 
3 Sur. 
Fie! my dear, pray come to bed, 
. That napkin take and bind your head, 
Too much drink your brains have dos d. 
Z © You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 
4 IE. 
»Oons ! 'tis all one if Pm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows, I'Il be gone, 
SHE. | 
8? Tis to grieve me thus you leave me; 
Was I, was I made a wife to lic alone? 
| 2 
From your arms myſelf divorfing, 
I this morn muſt ride a-courling, 
A {port that far excels a madam, 
Or all the wives have been fince Adam, 
SHE» 
I. when thus Ive loſt my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And whilft you tope it all the day, 
Regale in cups of harmleſs tea, 
N 
Pox, what care I! drink ſlops till you die; 
Vonder's brandy will keep me a month from home: 
2 OHP., 
If thus parted, I'm breken hearted; 
When I, when 1 ſcnd for you, my dear, pray come, 
He. 
Ere I be from rambling hirdred. 
PI renounce my ipouſe and kindred ; 
To be ſober Pve no leiſure, 4 
Es a man without his pleaſure. 


| 
4 
4 
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To my grief then I muſt ſce 
Strong wine and Nantz my vivals be 
Whilſt you caroule it with your blades 
Poor I fit ſtiching with — maids. 

Ee» \ | 


Zounds | you may go to your goſſips, you know, 


And there, if you meet with a friend pray do. 


SRE. 
Go, ye jocker, go, provoker, 


Never never ſhall 1 meet a man like vou. 


SONG XLVIL 


PzxeTTY parrot, ſay, when I was away 
And in dull abſence paſs'd the day, 
What at home was doing. 
With chat and play, | 
Ve were gay 
Night and day 
Good chear and mirth renewing 
Singing laughing all like, pretty pretty poll. 


Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd 
| Court and teaſe my lady 
A thing you know, 
Made for ſhow, 
Call'd @ beau, 
Near her was always ready 


Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Tell me with what air he approach d the fair: 
And how lhe cou'd with patience bear 
All he did and utter'd? | 
He Jtill addreſs d 
Still careſsd 
K/s'd and preſi'd, 
Sung prattl d laugh'd and. flutter'd 
Wall receiv'd in all, like gras pretty poll. 


Did 


W, | | 
= But I believe hrs lodging 
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Did he go away, at the cloſe of day, 
Or did he ever uſe to-ſtay, 

In a corner dodging ? 5 | 
The want of Ile, . 
When it was night | 
Spoil d my fg bt; 


Vas within Ber call, like pretty pretty poll. 


SONG XLVIIL 
Sung by PixKANELLO, Merry Andrew to Lzvxklce 
1 the Mountebank Doctor, | 

Hu RE are people and ſports, 
Of all ſizes and ſorts, 

Coach'd damſel and fquire 

And mod ip the mire, 

Zar paulinus, trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
And Loobies in ſcores 

Some hawling, ſome bawling, 

Some leering, ſome fleering, 

Some loving, ſome ſhoving. 
1th legions of ſurbelow'd whores : 

To the tavern ſome go, 

And ſome to a ſhow, 

Sce poppets for moppets, 

Jack puddens for cuddens, 

Rope-dancing, mares prancing, 

Boats flying, guacks lying, 

Pick-pockets, pick plackets, 
caſts, butchers, and beaux, 

Foops prattling, dice rattling, 
Rocks ſhaming, putts damning, 
WWihores painted, maſks tainted, 


Wn tally-mar's furbelow'd cloaths. 
The mobs joys wou'd ye know, 
To yorn muſic: houſe -go, 
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See tailors and ſailors, 
Whores oily and doily, 
Here muſic makes you ſick; 
Some {kipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoking, ſome joking, 
Like ſpiggit «nd tap 
Short meaſure, ſtrange pleaſure, 
Thus billing and ſwilling, 
Some yearly get fairly 
For fairings, pig pork and a clap, 


The Second Part. 


Sex, Sirs, ſee here ! a doctor rare, 


Who travels much at home 
Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come ; 
The cramp, the ſtitch, the ſquirt, the itch ; F 
The gout, the tone, the. pox, 
The mulligrubs, the wanton ſcrubs, - 
And all Pandora's box : 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch cures effeded, 
As none c'er can tell: 
Let the palſy ſhake ye, 
Let the colic rack ye, 
Let the crinkrums break ye, 
Let the murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you are well : 
1 houſands, &c. 


Come, wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen 

And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 
Great-belly'd maids, old ſounder'd jades, 
And pepper'd virards eragks; 


I ſoon remove the pains of love, 


And cure the amorous maid, 
The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
* living and the dead; 
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clear the laſs with wainſcot-face, 
And from pim-ginets free. 
Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
With toping rataſie. 

This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And ſcour you o'cr and o'er ; 
Acad, judge, and try; and if you die, 
8 " Never believe me more. | 


; SONG XLIX. 
On! the charming month of May, 
1 When the breczes 

25 Fan the trees, is 

Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay; 

© 0h the charming month of May, 
© Charming, charming Month of May. 


Oh! what joys our proſpects yield, 
When in new livery 
We ſce every 
* Buſh and meadow, tree and field; 
0h! what joys, &c, Charman joys, &c. 


Oh! how ſreſh the morning air, 
When the zephyrs 


And the heifers 
Their odorif'rous breath compare ; 


| Ob ! how freſh, &c. Charming jreſh, &c. | 


Oh ! how ſweet at night to dream, 
On molly pillows, 
By the trillows 
Of a gentle purling ſtream, 
OD how ſweet, &c. Charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh! how kind the country laſs, 

k Who her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking 

For a green-gown on the graſs ; 


0b ! how kind, &c. Charming kind, &e. 


48 A COLLECTION 


Oh! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 

At the concluſion 

Her deep confuſion, 
Bluſhing checks and down-caſt eye: 1 
Ob ! how ſweet, &c. Charming ſweet, &c. Bu 


Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
When all is over, | 
She gives her lover, 
Who on the ſkimming diſh carves her name. 
Oh ! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. | 


Cvy1D, god of pleaſing anguiſh, : 
Teach th' enamour'd ſwain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce deſires to know, 

Heroes would be loſt in ſtory, 
Did not love inſpire their glory, 
Love docs ail that's great below. 


| $8C. LI, 
Mr Chloe, why do ye flight me, 
Since all you aſk you have? 
No more with frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave: 
Good nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithſul lover, 
I'll be no more a rover, 


But be conſtant to my grave, 


Could we bnt change conditions, 
My grief would all be flown ; 
Were the kind phyſician, 
And you the patient grown: 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, 
 Enforc'd with generous pity, 
Then make my caſe vour own. | 


DOA Soto SSN 
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he filver ſwan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious lays, 
Like him, when love is flying, 
In ſongs TH end my days: 
2 ut know, thou cruel creature, 
of Py ſoul ſhall mount the flecter, 
And I ſhall ſing the ſwecter, 
By warbling forth thy praiſe. 


SONG II. 


In this grove my Strephon walk'd, 
lere he lov'd, and there he talk'd 
228 he lev'd, &e. 

In this place his loſs I prove, 
A ſad remembrance of our love, 
Ol ſad remembrance of our love. 


In this grove my Strephon Aray%, 
Here he ſmil'd and there betray'd; 
Here be /mil'd, &c. 

Kv'ry whiſp'ripg breeze can tell, 
How I, poor I believing, fell, 

Ah! by too ſoon believing fell. 


By this ſtream my Strephon, mov'd, 
Here he ſung and there he lov'd; 
Here Le ſung, &c. 

Every ſtream and every tree, 

Cries out, Perſidious, cruel he, 


And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe. 


On this my Strephon lean'd, 

A lovely ſoe but faithleſs friend ; 

A lovely foe, ke. 

Ye verdant banks, each ſtream and grove 
Once joyous ſcenes, now diſmal prove, 


Since Strephon's falſe to me and love. 
Vox. ul Aa ; 
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SONG LIIL 
'TRAXSPORTED with pleaſure | 
I gaze on new treaſure, 

And raviſh my ſight; 


While ſhe gaily ſmiliog, Fe 
My anguilh beguiling, EY 
Augments my delight. 5 Ire 
How bleſs'd is a lover, | = 
Whoſe torments is over, Rwt 
His fears and his pain; 11 


When beauty relenting, 
Repays with conſenting 
Her ſeorn and An, 


As 
Th 
S O N G Luv. Lil 
TA Quire of bright beauties | To 
In ſpring did appear, 5 Th 
To chuſe a May-lady - | As 
To govern the ycar; = 57 
All the nymphs were in white | Fo! 
And the thepherds in green IP: Th 
'The garland was given, 3 Te 
And Phiths was queen, 
But Phillis refuſed it, "© 
And ſighing did Tay, y 
PH not wear a garland , 
While Pan is away. | 0 
While Pan and fair Syrins —© 1 
Are fled from the ſhore, At 
The graces are baniſli'd, W 
And love is nc more: T 


The ſoſt god of pleaſure. 

That warm'd our deſires, 
Has broken his bow, TIP | 
And extinguiſh'd his fires 
And vows, that himſelf 

And his mother will mourn © 
Till pan and fair Syrinx 

In triumph return. 
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orbear your addreſſes, 
And court us no more ; 
For we will perform 
What the deity iwore : 
But if you dare think 
Of deſcribing our charms, 
Away with your ſheep-hooks 
And take to your arms: 
Then laurels and myrtles 
Vour brows ſhall adorn, * 
When Pan and fair Syrinx 
In triumph return. 


SONG LV. 
As charming Clara walk'd alone, 
The ſeather'd ſnow came foftly down, 
L ike Jove deſcending from his tower, 
To court her in a ſilver ſhower: _ 
The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 
As little birds into their neſts ; | 
But being outdone with whiteneſs there, 
For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 
Thence flowing down her garments hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gen, 


SONG LVI. 
Vr beaux of pleaſure, 
Whoſe wit at leiſure, 
Can count love's treaſure, 
Its joy and ſmart ; 
At my deſire, 
With me retire, 
To know what fire 
Conſumes my hearts. 


Three months that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, "k 

Since I was blaſted . 
With beauty's ray : | 
Aa 2 
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Aurora ſhews ye 
ö No face ſo roſie, 
| No July poſie 
So freſh and gay. 
| | Her Kin by nature, 
| No ermin better, | 
| Though that fine creature 
| | Is white as ſnow ; 
| With bloomipg graces 
Acorn'd her facc is, 
Her flowing traces 
As black as ſloe. 
She's tall and flender, 
She's ſoſt and tender; 
Some god commend her; 
My wit's too Tow : | 
Tuere joyful plunder, 
To bring her under, 
She's all a wonder, 


From top to toe, | Th 
Then ceaſe ye ſages, | 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all 80 5 > | * 
Our minds are ſre : gu 
Though great your ſkill is, | 

= So flrong the will is, I I t 

4 | My love for Phillis 
| Muſt ever bc. *T] 
> WAX 

SONG LVIL 
Ovwr evening as I lay . = 
A muſing in a grove, | T 
4 A nymph excecding gay 

Came there to ſeck her lover ; | T 
But finding not her ſwain, | | 
She ſat her down to grieve, 12 ©. 


And thus ſhe did complain, 
E ow men her ſex deceive, 
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Believing maids take care 
Of falle deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enſnare 
Each female that they can ; 
My perjur'd ſwain he ſwore 
A thouſand oaths to prove 
(As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to love. 


| Wb, 
Then, virgins, for my ſake, | I 
Ne'er truſt ſalſe man again; 1 
| The pleaſure we partake, 9 


Ne'er anſwers half the pain; ; 
Uncertain as the ſeas, 
Is their unconſtant mind, 
At once they burn or treete, 
Still changing like the wind. 


When the had told her tale, = 
Compaſſion ſeiz d my heart, vil 
And Cupid did prevail” wo 
With me co take her part ; * RR 
Then bowing to the fair, EE LS EF Rs, 3 
I made my kind addreſs, "3 
And. vow'd to bear a thare 4 
In her unhappineſs. | f * 
Surpriz'd at firit ſhe roſe, A 
And ſtrove from me to fly ; * i 
I told her I'd diſcloſe 1 
For grief a remedy. 0 7 
Then, with a ſmiling look, | 5 
Said ſhe to aſſwage the ſtorm, i 
I doubt you've undertook, "=; 
A taſk you can't perform 4 
Since proof convinces beſt, bx 1 
Fair maid, believe it true, | — 
That rage is but a jeſt, | 3 1 
To what revenge can do; NA #2 
Then ſerve him in his kind, _ 
And fit the fool again, 2 7 
Such charms were ne'er deſgn'd Ihe = 
For ſuch a faithlels ſwain . 7 
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I courted her with care, 
Till her ſoft ſoul gave way 

And from her breaſt ſo fair 

Stole the ſweet Hear: away 
Then ſhe with ſmiles confeſs'd 
Her mind felt no more pain. 

While the was thus careſs'd 
By ſuch a lovely ſwain. 


$9NG LVIIL 


Do not- aſk me, charming Phillis, 
Why I lead you here alone, 
By this bank of pinks and lilies, 
And of roſes newly blown. 


Tis not to behold the beauty” | 
Of thefe flow'rs that crown the ſpring 
Tis to——but I know my duty, 
And dare never name the thing 


*Tis at worſt but her denying, 

Why ſhou'd I thus fearful be? 
Every minute, gently flying, 

Smiles and ſays, Make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to the roſes, 

While the beams play ſweetly in 

I would ——but my fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the thing. 


Yet I die if I conceal it; 
Aﬀ my eyes, or aſk your own, 
And it neither can reveal it; 
Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lilies, 
Might I ſpeak what I would do, 
I word—with my lovely | hillis, 


I wou'd ; I wou'd— Ah! wou'd you, 


PHI 


Z Phi 


Co 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 
SONG LIX. 


Pr 1LL1s, the faire[t of love's foes, 
Tho' fiercer than a dragon, | 
Z Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd beaux, 
I What has ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe now to brag on 
| What has ſbe, &c. 
So long ſhe kept her limbs ſo cloſe 
Till they have ſcarce a ragon; 
Compell'd thro? want the wretched maid: 
Did ſad complaints-begin, 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing ſaid, 
| It was both ſhame and ſin, 
It was both:ſhame and fin, 


It was both, &c.. 
To pity ſuch a lazy jade; | 
Wou'd neither kiſs nor A 
SON 6 LX. 


Wren Chloe we ply, 
We ſwear we ſhall die, 

Her eyes do our heart ſo enthral; 
But 'tis for her pelf, 

; And not for herſelf; 

Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The maidens are coy, 
They'll piſh ! ! and they'll fie? 
And fear if you're rude, they will call; 
But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
"Tis all artiſice, artifice all. 


My dear, the wives ery, 
If ever you die, 

To marry again I never ſhall ; 
But leſs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 

'Tis all artifice, -artifice all. 
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In matters of ſtate, 
And party debate, 
Fer church and for juſtice we bawl ; 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the end, 
Tis all artificc, artifice all. | 


SONG LXI. 


The Parſon among che Peaſe. 

One long Whitſun holiday, | 
Holiday, holiday, it was a jolly day 
Young Ralph, buxom Phillida, 
Phillida, a'welladay ! 

Met in the peaſe; 
They long had community, * 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Joy ful unity, nought hut opportunity 
Scanting was wanting, 

Their boſoms to caſe, 
But now ſortunc's eruelty, cruclty, 
You will fee for as they lie, 
In cloſe hug, ir Domine 
Gemini Gomini 

Chanc'd to eo 
He read prayers i' the jo ws by. 
No way now to frame a lie, 
They ſcar'd at old homily,. . 
Homily, Homily, 
Both away fly. 
Home, ſoon as he ſaw 42 ſigbt, 


Full of ſpite, as a kite runs the recubite, 


Like a noiſy hy pocrite, 
Hypocrite, hypo. rite, 

Miſchief to ſay ; ** 
Save he wou'd fair Phillida, 
Phillida, Phillida dreſs'd that deen 3 
But poor Ralph ah welladay 
Welladay! welladay ! 


ES Turn'd Was Anne 


Ar 


St, 


E. 
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Ads nigs, crics Sir Domine | 
Gemini Gomini, ſhall a rogue * 


To baulk me, as commonly 


Commonly, commonly, 
7 Has been the way? 
No, I ſerve the family, 

They know nought to blame me by, 
I read prayers and homily, 
= Homily, homily, 
: bree times a day. 


How happy are we, | 
Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing diſeaſe of the mind, 
Can indulge ever taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull reputation conkin'd ! 


When we're young fit to toy, 
Gay delights we enjoy, | 
And have crouds of new lovers ſtill wooing 
When we're old and decay'd, 
We procure for the trade, 


Still in N age we are doing. 


If a cally we meet, 

We ſpend what we get 
Every day, for the next never think, 
When we dic, where we go 

Me have na ſenſe to know, 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 


s ONO LXIIL 


Ox E April morn, when from the ſca 
Phœbus was juſt appearing, 

Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled love endearing, 
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Met in a grove, to vent their ſpleen, 
On parents unrelenting ; 

He bred of Tory race had been, 
She of the tribe diſſenting. : 


Celia, 1 eyes outſhone the god, 
Newly the hill adorning, 

Told him, mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſhng pray'rs that morning; * 

Damon, his arm about her waiſt, 


Swore, that nought ſhould them n 
Shou'd my rough dad know how Pm bleſs' 


Twou make him roar like thunder. 


Great ones made by ambition blind, 
By faction ſtill ſupport it. 
Or where vile money taints the mind. 
They for convenience court it; 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
| Party ſhou'd raiſe his glory, 
Sa cars he'll exalt a vaſſal true, 
Let it be Whig or Tory. 


8 ON G LXIV. 

AmoxG the willows on the graſs” 

Where nymphs and ſhepherds ly 
Young Willy courted bonny Beſs; 
And Nell iliood lining by; ; 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two months deſore we marry, 

No, no, fie no never, neter tell me fo. 


For a maid PI live and die: : 2 at : 


Says Nell ſo ſhall not I. 
Says Nell 277 55 | 
Long time 8 hope 3 deſpair, 
And kiſſes mix'd between 
He with a ſong did charm her car 
Thinking ſhe chang?d had been; 3 
_ Will, I want a blefling- — 
Subſtantialer than Ss S 


q 
F 
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No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For I will never change my mind. 
Says Nell. ſhe'll prove more kind, 
Says Nell, &c. 
Smarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho by nature taught 


When ſhe firſt to man inelines: 3 


Duaxth Nell, I'll venture that 
Oh! who would loſe a treaſure - 
For ſuch a puny pleaſure! _ 
Not I, no, a maid PIl live and die, 
153 to my vow be true 
Duoth Nell, the more foot you 
Both Nell, &e. 


To my cloſet PU repair, 
And read on godly books, 

Forget vain love of wordly care 
2 Nell that l:kely looks. ; 


You men are all perſidious, 
But I will be religious 
Try all fly all and while I breathe defy all 
Your lex I now deſpiſe. 
Says Nell by Jove /he les, 
7 ps Nell, &c. 


| SONG LXV. 
Sx1.1xDA ſure's the brighteſt thing 
That decks the carth, or breatht our air 
Mild are her looks like opening ſpring 
And like the blooming ſummer fair 
But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to ly 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And ſtrike no further than the eye. 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our cars are abſent ſrom the ſeaſt, 
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One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 
Starv'd and diſguſted are the reſt. 
So have I ſcen with aſpect bright, 
And taudry pride, a tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 
Dull and inſipid to the ſmell. 


SONG LXVI. 
A Trifling ſong ye ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; 

All trifling people draw near, 
And I ihall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play, 
The men would want ſomething to do, 
The women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drefling ? 
Becauſe the ladies they know, 
Admire, by often careſling, 
That emineat trifle a beau. 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin 1s rifled, 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 

At Whyte's half a moment to fit ? 
Or who is't cou'd bear a tea-table, 
Without talking trifles for vit? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee; 

White rods are no trifles 'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 
Where triſles abundantly breed, 


* 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 6 


The levee will ſhew you, his Grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed! 


A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin ; 
But, ye gods! how oft do we find 

A ſcandalous trifle within? 


A flaſk of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 
Zut if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſen, | 

A widow's a trifle in forrow, 

A peace is a trifle to day, 

To break it a trifle co morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 
But if once the army 1s broke, 

We ſhall have more Eifles that, ever. 


The lage is is a trifle 5 ſay, 

The reaſon pray carry along; 
Becauſe that at every new play, 

The houſe they with trifles ſo throng, 


But with people's malice to trifle,} | 
And to ſet us all on a foot; } 94 =o 
The author of this is a trifle, | 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. $I 


8 0 N 6 LXVIL 


From grave leſſons and refrainy ] | 1 
20 

Pm ſtole out to revel here 7 
Yet I tremble and I faint, - #13 47437 a 


In the middle of the fair. | i 
b | . 
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Oh! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay: 
Now's the time he ſoon might move 
A young heart unus'd to love. 
Shall I venture ? No, no, no, 
Shall I from the danger go ? 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no, 
I muſt not try, I cannot fly, 
I muſt not durſt not cannot fly. 


Help me, nature, help me, art; 
Why ſhould I deny my part? 
If a lover will purſue ; 
Like the wiſeſt let me do ; 
Il will fit him if he's true, 
If he's falſe VII fit him too. 


SONG LXVIII. 
Women and wine. 

SOME ſay women are like the ſea, 7 To 

Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, 
Some the roſe that ſoon. decays. - 

Some the weather, ſome the cocks, 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, | 
There's nothing can be compar'd fo well Anc 


As wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel, 
Women is witches when they will. Are 


So is wine, ſo is wipe, 

They make the Stateſman loſe his Kit, 
The ſoldier. lawyer, and divine; 
They put a gigg into the graveſt ſcull, 

And ſend their wits to gather wool; 
"Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 
| II run in a E 


What is't that wakes vour Fm To Nele * Th 
What is't that makes your looks divine 
| What 2 your courage riſe aud ſall ? 


Is it not women, is it not wine? 
hence proceed th? imme doſes, 
That ſet fire to your noles ? 
From wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel, 


SONG LXIX. 


Wov'p you chuſe a wiſe, 

7 For a happy lite? 

Leave the court and the country take, 
Where Dolly and Sue, 
Young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, 
Whilſt harveſt goes on, 

And merrily merrily rake, 


Leave the London dames 

(Be it ſpoke to their ſhames) 
To ly in their beds till noon, 

Then get up and ſtretch, 

And paint too and patch, 

Some widgeon to catch, 

Then look at their watch, 
And wonder they reſe up ſo ſoon. 


Then coffee and tea, 
Both green and Bohea, 
Are ſerv'd to their tables in plate, 
Where tattles do run, 

As ſwift as the ſun, 

Of what they have won, 
And who is undone, 

By. their gaming and fitting Þ late. 


The laſs give me hon, 
. 'Tho? brown as my beer. 
That knows how to govern her houſe, 
That can milk her cow, 
Ba 
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Or farrow her ſow, 

Make butter and cheeſe, 

Or gather green peaſe, 
And values fine eloaths not a ſouſe. 

This is the girl 

Worth rubies and pearl; 
A wife that will make a man rich; 

We gentlemen necd 

No quality breed. 

No ſquander away 

What taxes wou'd pay; 
We care not in faith for ſuch. 


SONG LXX. 


. Yes I could love, if I could find 
A miſtreſs fitted to my mind, 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move 
No change her virtue or her love: 
Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myſelf and not for mine; 
Not city proud nor nice and coy, 
| But full of love, ane RAP of jo 


Not childiſh young, nor bedlate ei, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, 

Not gravely wiſc to rule the ſtate, 

Not fooliſh to be pointed at; 

Not wordly rich, nor baſely poor, 

Nor chaſte, nor a reputed whore : 


If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 


Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 
SONG LXXI. 


Bixss'p as th? immortal gods is he, 


The youth who ſondly ſits by thee, II 


And hears and fees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


"Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtil flame 

Rar quick thro? all my vital frame; 
O'cr my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 

My cars with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chilPd, - 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 

I tainted ſunk, and dy'd away. 


SONG LXXIL. 


You may ceaſe to complain, 
For your ſuit is in vain; 
All attempts you can make, 
But augments her diſdain; 
She bids you give over 
While 'tis in your power, 
For except her eſteem 
She can grant you no more : 
Her heart has been long ſince BR, 
Aſſaulted and won, | 
Her truth is as laſting | 2 
And firm as the ſun ; = 
You'll find it more caſy bk 
Your paſlion to cure, {0 
Then for ever theſe fraitleſs; 6H 


Endeavours endure 1 
Vou may give this advice | of 
| To the wretched and wiſe; ' ; | 3 
But a lover like me 5 bs 
Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe ; fr ER 4 
I ſcorn to give over 4 


Were it in my power; 
Tho? eſteem were deny'd me, 
Yet her Pll adore. 
| B b 3 
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A heart that's been toueh'd 
Will ſome ſympathy bear, 


T will leſſen my "forrows 
If ſhe takes a ſhare : 
TI count it more honour 

In dying her flave, 
Than did her affections 
__- The ſteadineſs crave. 

You may tell her I ll be 
Her true lover tho? ſhe 

Should mankind deſpiſe 

Out of hatred to me; 
Tis mean to give o'er, 


Cauſe we get no reward, 


She loſt not her worth 
When I loſt her regard; 
My love on an altar 
Mare noble ſhall burn, 
I till will love on 


Without hopes of return 


PII tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the flame, 

And I'll figh for herſelf 

In another one's name. 


S ON G LXXIIL 


- 


TRE TIPPLING PIHLOSOPHER. 


 DrocrneEs ſurly and proud 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth 
Delighted i in wine that was good, 
ghecauſe im good wine there was truth 
But growing as poor as a Job 
Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He chooſe for his manſion a tub 


And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 
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Heraclitus neꝰ er wou'd deny 

A bumper to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 

Becauſe he had empty'd his quart - 
Tho? ſome are lo foolith to think, 

He wept at mens follies and vice 
'Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 


Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his ſoul 
Would laugh like a man that was mad 
When over a good flowing bowl 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff: 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 


At them that were ſober he'd laugh, 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good laws unto Athens of old 
And thought the rich Crœſus a ſlave 
(Tho? a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 


But drinking much talk would decline 


Becauſe *rwas the cuſtom of fools 
To prattle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 


Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe 


Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd 
Made wine the delight of his life, 


Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 


Such a damrable ſeold of a wiſe. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tut r'd the bully of Rome 


Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 
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And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his bath with his blood 


So fancy'd he dy'd in his clarcts _ FE Hen 

| | May 

Pythagoras did ſilence injoin Com 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeck For 
Becauſe he tippled good wine And 


Til himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimſical grown 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls 
By the Hrength of the juice in his crown i Dov 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of fouls. | 


| Nov 
Copernicius too, like the xyeſt, | B' 
Beiiev'd there was wiſdom in wine . Of 
And thought that a cup of the beſt Tal 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; An 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins | 
And made his philoſophy reel . | 
Then fſancy'd the world like his brains. | Le 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. In 
| An 
Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, . TI 
Had been but a dunee without wine; At 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, | 
Is due to the juice of the vine; 
His belly, moſt writers agree, | H. 
Was big as a watring trough A 
He therefore leap'd inte the lea, Bi 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. M 
MM A 
Old Plato was reckon'd divine 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone 
But had it not been for good wine | I 
His merits had never been known - 1 L 
By wine we are generous made I 
It furniſhes fancy with winzs, E 
Without it wc nc'er ſhou d have had { 


Philoſophers, pocts, or kings | 


And he that will this health deny | 
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Down among the dead Men. 
HxRE's a health to the king and a laſting peace; 
May faction be damn'd and diſcord ceaſe : 
. let us drink it while we have breath, 
For there's no drinking after death 
And he that wont with this comply 
Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men 
Down down, down, down, 
Down among the dead men let him ty. - 


Now a health to the queen, and may ſhe long 
B' our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong 

Off wi? your hats wi” your knee on the Jonny 
Take off your bumpers all around ; 
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Down among, &c, let bim ty... 
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Let charming beauty's health go round. 
In whom celeſhal joys are found; $i ea 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue 
The ſenſeleſs women hating crew ; 
And he that will this health rg 

= Down among, &c, let bim ty. 


SY * 


Here's thriving trade and the commonweal 
And patriots to their country leal; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 
May he ne'er laugh-o'er a flowing bowl; 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Down among, &c, let him ly. 


In ſmiling Bacchus? joys vn roll, 
Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul; 
Let Bacchus? health round ſwiſtly move, 
For Bacchus is a friend to love; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Down among, de, ler him ty. 
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SONG LXXV. 1 
Ar that will not merry merry be, 3 
With a generous bowl and a toaſt = 
| May he in Bridewel be ſhut up * 
And faſt bound to a poſt; 3 
Let him be merry merry there, © 
And we'll be merry merry here | 3 BT 
For who can know where ws ſpall go SIN 
To be merry another 1 8 $4 
He that will not merry be, e 
And take his glaſs in courſe, WI 
May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 1 
Ne'er a penny in his purſe : * | ; 
Let Bim be merry, . Lo * 
He that will not merry be, | 42 
With a compan age jolly bays. - | 
May he be plagu'd with a ſeolding wiſe, Pu 
To confound him with her noiſe; | Ai 
Tet bin be merry, es * 
He that will not merry merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, | 
Let him be bury'd in the church yard, 2 
And me put in his ſtead: 2 
Let Bim be merry, &c. 4 
SONG LXXVI. B 
JoLLyY mortals, fill your glaſſes ; ; : 
Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces ; 4 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? q 


Look upon this bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, , 


% 
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More than in Chloe, when juſt going, 
In the moment to bc kind. 


Alexander hated thinking : 
Drank about at counſel board, 

Made friends and gain'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu'ring {word, 


30 0 N G LXXVIL 
Since we die by the help of good wine, 
I will that a tun be my ſhrine ; 
And engrave it on my tomb, 
Here lies a body once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made ha grave, 
o with, &e. 


Since iis 4 to die will purchaſe fame, 
And leave an everlaſting name. 
Since thus to die, KC. 


Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
And let us be nobly interr'd, 
Drank, drink, &c. 


Let miſers and ſlaves 

Pop 1 into their graves, 
And rot in a dirty ehurch- yard, 
And rot in a dirty church- elite 
Let miſers, &c. 


8 ON. LXXVII. 

Baccnvs is a power divine; 
For he. no ſooner. fills my bead 

With mighty wane, 

But all my cares reſign, 

And droop, and droop, and ſink down dead : 
Then then the pleaſing thoughts begin, 

And I in riches flow, 

At leaſt I ſancy ſo; _ 
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Go ſeek out war whilſt I ſeek peace, 
Whilſt I ſeck peace, ſeek peace and drink, 


72 A COLLECTION 


And without thought of want I ſing, And 


| Stretch'd on the earth, my head all around, TI 


With flowers, weav'd into a garland crown 1d, 
Then, then I begin to live: 
And ſcorn what all the world can ſhow or give, 


Let the brave fools that fondly think | 18 
Of honour and delight | hy 
To make a noiſe, a noiſe and fight, BENS Obli 


Then fill my glaſs, fill fill it high ; - - 
Some think it fit to fall and die; 1 
But when bottles rang'd, 

Make war with me, 


The fighting fool ſhall ſee, 


WMben | am funk, _ FOE | 5 
Fhe difference to ly dead, | | 1 
And ly dead drunk. L 

he fighting fool, Re. | | 5s 

F, 


SONG LXX X. 


Vr virgin powers, defend my heart, Or 
From amorous looks and [miles ; | 


From ſaucy love, or nicer art, 


Which moſt our ſex beguiles. W. 


From ſighs and vows, and awſul fears, 

That do to pity move; 7 

From ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, | M. 
Thoſe f. prings that water love. * | 


W 

But if thro? paſſion I grow blind, * 

Let honour be my guide Bu 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, | 

There * a hore. of pee, | | T 


* - 


An heart, whoſe decking are ſeen, tho! pure, | 
Needs every virtue ET | M 


» 
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And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 
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SONG LXXX. 


Wu ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage- vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 
M hen pathon is decay'd? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as we con'd, 
Till love was lov'd out of us both; 


— - 
*. pow 
— 


But our marriage is dead 4 
When the pleaſure is fled ; iq 
"Twas pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 0 


If I have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in ſtore, 
What wrong has he whoſe joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more? 
Tis a madneſs that he 
Showd be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give ourſelves pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 


$0 N'G LXXXL 
Mr dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
Soft as theſe kind looks the gave me 
When with love's reſiſtleſs art, 
And her eyes the did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, . 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart wou!d break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


| Melting joys about her move, - 1 
Killing pleaſures wounding b.iſles, 
Vol, III. | Ce 
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She can dreſs her eyęs in love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes: 
Angels lit en when ſhe ſpeaks, 


She's my delight, all mankind's wonder, 


But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſander. 


SONG LXXXIL 


Pr fail upon the dog: tar, 
And then purſue the morning, 
I'll chaſe the moon till it be noon, 
Pl make her leave her horning. 


I'll climb the froſty mountain, 
And there Fl] coin the weather: 
I'll tear the rainbow from the ſky, 
And tie both ends together. 


The ftars pluck from their orbs too, 
And croud them in my budget; 

And whether Pm a roaring boy, 
Let Greſham college judge it: 


While I mount yon blue eelum, 
To ſhun the tempting gipſies, 
Play at foot bail with ſun and moon, 
And fright ye with cclipſes, 


SONG LXXXIII. 


Janes. 
PrITREE, Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful ſpring? 
You are, I fear, in love my dear ? 


Alas, poor oe 


Ar 


Sus AN. 
Truly, Jamie I muſt blame ye 
You look ſo pale and wan; 
I fear *twill prove you are in love, 
Alas, poor man ! 


| Jars. 
| Nay, my Suey, now I view ye; 
Well I know your ſmart, ” 


When you're alone you ſigh and groan, 


Alas, poor heart! 


Sus Ax. 
Jamie, hold, I dare be bold 
| To ſay, thy heart is ſtole, 
And know that ſhe as well as thee, 


Alas, poor foul ! 


James. 
Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
PI give thee beads of pearl, 
And caſe thy heart of all this ſmart ; 


Alas, poor girl! 


SUSAN» 
Jamie, no, if you ſhould know, 
T fear *twould make you ſad, 
And pine away both night and day, 
Alas poor lad! 


Janes. 
Why theilt my Sue, it is ſor you, 
That I burn in theie flames; 
And when I die, I know you'll ery, 
Alas, poor James ! 


" SUSAN». 
Say you ſo, then, Jamie know, 
If you'd prove untrue, 
| Gea 
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Then muſt I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue 


Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine, 
And we will wed to day, 

I do agree, here *tis quoth ſhe, 
Come let's away. 


SONG LXXXIV. 


Wren, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nought but raptures fill my mind ; 
Tis then I think thee fo divine, 
T' excel the mighty power of wine; 
But when thou inſult'ſt, and laugh'ſt at my pain, 
I waſh thee away with ſparling champaign ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one god by the power of another. 
When pity in thy looks I ſee, 
T freely quit my friends for thee ; 
Perſuaſive love fo eharms me then, 
My freedom Pd not wiſh again. 
But when thou art crucl, and heeds not my care, 
Then ſtraight with a bumper I banith deſpair ; 


So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 


And drive out one god by the power of another. 
SONG LXXXV. 


Yor that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 
A moment you never ean better employ; 
Swany and Teague were trudging along, 
A bonny Scotch lad, and an Iriſh dear- ſhoy; 
They neither beſore had ſeen a wind-mill, 
Nor bad they heard ever of any ſuch name; 
As they were a- walking 
And merrily talking, 


- 


At laſt, by mere chance to a wind - mill they came. 
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Haha! cries Sawny, What do ye ca' that? 
To tell the right name o't I am at a loſs. 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 
Indeed I believe itth Saint Patrick's croſs. 
| Says Sawny, yell find yourſell meikle miſtaken, 
For it is Saint Andrew's croſs, I can lwear 7 
For there is his bonnet, 
And tartans hang on it, 
The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſht all lees, 
For that I will ſhwear is Saint Patrick's coat; 
I ſheet him in Ireland buying the frieze, | 
And that I am ſhure ith the ſhame that he bought ; j 
And he ith a ſhaint much better than ever 
Made either the covenantiſh ſholema or league : 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 
He was my relathion, 


And had a great kindneſs for honeſt poor Teague 


. Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs feet I will fall, 


And ſhay Pater No o/ter and ſome of our creeds. | 


So Teague began with humble devotion, 
To kneel down before St. Patrick's croſs ; 
The wind fell a blowing, 
And fet it a going, 
And gave our dear ſhoy a terrible toſs, 


Sawny tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 


Eay ſeratching his cars, and roll on the graſs, 


Swearing, it was ſurely the de'ils whirligig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St Patrick's crols ; 
But iſh it indeed, cries he in paſſion, 
The crols of our ſhaint that has croſht me ſo ſore, 
Upo' my ſhalwaſhion, | 
This hat be a cawſhion, | 
To truſt to St Patrick's kindneſs no more. 
Ce 3 
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Sawny to Teague then merrily ery'd, I the 

This patron of yours is a very ſad loun, W 

To hit you ſie a ſair thump on the hide, But 

For kneeling before him, and ſeeking a boon: M 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our St Andrew, | 

He, by my ſaul, was a ſpecial gude man: | You 

| For ſince your St Patrick V 

Has ſerv'd you ſie a trick, Is n 

Pd ſee him hung up ere I ſerv'd him again. 1 

SONG LXXXVI. Ph 

Max the ambitious ever find Mo 

Saccels in crouds and noiſe, 


While gentle love does fill my mind 
With ſilent real joys. 


May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 


Abd all the yorld tt them wiſe, N 
While I ly at my Nanny's feet, WW 
And all the world deſpiſe, Bu 
T. 


Let conquering kings new triumps raiſe, 
And melt in court delights 

Her eyes can give much brighter days 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 


s O NG LXXXVI. - 1 * 


_ CxL14, too late you wou'd repent 
The offering of your ſtore, 
ls now but like a pardon ſent 
| To one that's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd 
And grant the bleſs too late, 

You hindred me of one 1 loy'd, 
To give me one J hate. 
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I thought you innocent as ſair, 
When firſt. my court I made; 

But when your falſhoods plain appears 
My love no longer ſtaid. 


| Your bounty of theſe ſavours . 
| Whoſe worth your firſt deſace 
ls melting valu'd medals down 

And giving us the braſs. 


O! ſince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That. priz'd by love alone 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Before the love is gone ?. 


s ON G LXXXVIIL 


Yzs all the world will ſure agree 

He who's ſecur'd of having thee, 

Will be entirely bleſt ;. 

But *twere in me too great a wrong, 

To make one who has been ſo long 
My queen, my ſlave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſs things to be confin'd: 
That were for public good deſign'd: 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh pride, 
Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 
Twou'd burn our corn and graſs away 
To ſtarve the world beſide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting fright 

Two fouls which paſſion doth unite ; 
For while our love does laſt, , 

Neither will ſtrive to go away 

And why the devil ſhould we ſtay 
When once that love is paſt, 
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SONG LXXXIX. 


Mr goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair. 

As lilly {ſweet as ſoft as air 

Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms 
And to my love give freſh alarms. 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 

Tho ſacred lightening from them flies; 
Shew me that ſoft that modeſt grace 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs,” 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs, 
That I may mix my ſoul with thine 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O! hide thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not ſo bright) 

Leſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs 
With beauty's pomp and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood 

Thou art all over endleſs charms 

O! take me dying to thy arms. 


SONG XC. 


Wir we love and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know 
Random chance or wilful fate, 


Guides the ſhaft from Cupids bow, 


If on me n frown, 
"Tis madneſs all in me to grieve; 
Since her will is not her own 


Why ſhould, I uncaſy live, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. e 


Tf T for Zelinda die 
Deaf to poor Miſſella's cries 
Aſk not me the reaſon why, 
Scek the riddle in che ſkies 


SONG XCI. 


as 


Hank how the trumpet ſounds to battle 
Hark how the thund'ring cannons rattle ; 
Cruel ambition now calls me away, 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay 

While honour alarms me. 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia ſo charms. me; 

I cannot away. 


Hark again, honour calls me to arms; 
Hark how the trumpet ſweetly charms: 
Celia no more then muſt be obey'd 
Cannons are roaring and enſigns diſplay'd' 

The thoughts of promotion 

Inſpire ſuch-a notion 

Of Celia's devotion 

Pm no more afraid. 


Guard her for me, celeſtial powers , 
Ye gods, bleſs the nymph with ha oft hou 
0 —. ſhe ever to ones. encline. * my) 
Such lovely perſections I cannot reſign ; 

Firm conſtavcy grant her, 

My true love ſhall haunt her 

My ſoul cannot want her 

She? s all fo divine. 
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SONG KXCI. 
SzAlr I, waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair 


Shall my checks. look pale with care 


*Cauſe another's roſy are? 

Be the fairer than the day 

Or the flow'ry meads in May ; 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me 
What carc I how fair ſhe be ? 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 

Mie to periſh for her love; 

Or her worthy merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own 

Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt 

"As may merit name the beſt 
Yet. if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be ? 

Be ſhe good, or kind or fair, 

Iwill never more deſpair 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 

I will dic ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 

If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn and let her go 
So if ſhe be not fit for me 
What care I for whom ſhe be ? 


SONG XCI... 


As the ſnow in valleys Tying, | 

' Phebus his warm beams applying 

Soon diſſolves and runs away 

So the beauties ; fo the graces 

Of the moſt bewitching faces, 
At approaching age decay 


As a tyrant when degraded 
Is deſpiſ'd, and is upbraided 


Fe 


St 
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By the ſlaves he once control'd 
So the nymph if none could move her 
Is contemn'd by every lover 

When her charms are growing old 


Melancholic looks and whinning 
Grieving, quarrelling, and pining. 
Are ch' effects your rigours move 
Soft careſſes am'rous glances, 
Melting fighs, tranſporting trances, 
Are th' bleſs'd effects of love. 


Fair ones! while your beauty's blooming 
Employ time, Jett age reſuming 

W hat your youth profuſely lends 
You are robb'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories 

To your unbelieving friends. 


SONG XCIV: 


Fair Amoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her ev'ry lover 

PII tell the ſigns by which you may 
The wand'ring thepherdeſs diſcover, 


Coquet and coy at once her air, 
both ſtudy'd, tho? both ſcem neglected 
Careleſs ſhe is with artfal carc, 
Affecting to ſeem unaffected, 


With {kill her eyes dart ev ry glance, 


Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect them 
For ſhe'd perſuade they und by chance, 


Tho certain aim and art direct them. 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates 

For that which in herſelf the prizes 
And while ſhe laughs at them forgets | 
She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 
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SONG XCV. 
Daxox, if you will believe me, 
Tis not ſighing round the plain 
Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye, 
Faint attempts in love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maſter of the field: 
To a powerful kind invaſion, 
*Twere a madneſs not to yield. 


Tho? ſhe vows ſhe*ll never permit ye, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame 
And with tears implores your pity 
Be not merciful for ſhame. 


When the fierce aſſault is over 

Chloris time enough will find, 
This her eruel furious lover, 

Much more gentle not ſo kind. 


SONG XCVL 


Ty ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy - 
Leave her ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſome ſpruce jack-a-dandy. 


I would not have thee ſuch an aſs, 
Hadſt thou ne'er ſo much leiſure 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a laſs, 

Whoſe pride's above her pleaſure. 


SONG XCVIL 


Hr. 
Awaxs, thou faireſt thing in nature, 


Huw can you flecp when day does break 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 85 


How can you fleep my charming ereature 
When half a worlu for you are awake? 


SHE. 
What ſwain is this that fmgs fo early, 

Under my window by the dawn? 9 
| HE. 7 . 
Tis one dcar nymph that loves you dearly 4 
Therefore in pity eaſe my pain. 14 
SHE, Fe 
| Softly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 5 


No tales of love ſhe lets me hear; 
Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, 
Or wiſper't ſoftly in my car. 
E. 
How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob me of your beauteous charms ! 
Tis ume you were wean'd from your mother, _— 
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You're fitter tor a lover's arms. 1 

RES. . 

SONG XCVIL 7 
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Is ſpite of love at length I've found V2  _- 
A miſtreſs that can plenie me, | A 
Her humour ſree and unconfin'd, "wn 


Both night and day ihe'll cafe me. 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho's 'ne's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 

Tis a bottle of good claret. 
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If you, thro? all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, 
Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; 
Such liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 
As will trunſport your raviſh'd ſenſe; 
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But, beſt of all ! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me. 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling {ways me; 

Her ſkin is ſmooth, .complex1on black, 

And has a moſt delicious imack, 

Then kiſs and never {pare it, 

*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 


Be ſure you ule her kind, Sir; 
Clap your hands about her waiſt, 

And raiie her up behind, oir ; 
As for her bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
*Tis a. bottle of good claret. 


8 O NG XCIX. 


O Surpriſing lovely fair ! 
Who with Chloe can compare ? 
Sure ſhe's form'd for beauty's queen, 
Her wit, her ſhape, her grace, her mein, 
By tar excels all nymphs I've ſeen ; 
No mortal eye 
Can view her nigh. 
Too exquiſite for human ſight to ſee 
Tho? ſhe ne'er may be kind, 
Nor for me e'er deſign'd, 
Yet I love, I love, I love, _ 
The ——— ſhe. 


SONG C. 


Wren bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 
How chear ul then were ſeen, 


"The looks of every jolly ſwain, 


That ſtrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 


Wich gambols on the green 4 


OF-CHOICE SONGS. 


Their ſports were innocent and gay, * 
Miz'd with a manly air; 

| The. 'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play 

Each ſtrove to pleaſe. ſome different way, 
'{'his dear enchanting fair. 

The ambitious ſtrife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, | 

Till Phaon's tuneful voice and lyre, 

Which ſofteſt muſic did infpire 
Her ſoul to generous love. 


| Their wonted ſports the reſt declin'd, 
Their arts prov'd all in vain; 
Aurelia's conſtant now they find, 
The more they languiſh and repin'd, 
The more ſhe loves the ſwain. 


SONG CL 


A Way, you rover, 

For ſhame give over; 
Vou play the lover 

So like an aſs; 
Vou are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint performing, 

We read in your face. 


8 ON CI. 
Hz who for ever 
Wou'd hope for favour, 
He muſt endeavour 
No charm the fair; 
He dances, he dances, 
He da- a--a--a--a--ances, 
He ſighs and glances, 
He makes advances, 
He ſings and dances, 
And mends his air . 
| Dd 2 
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89 A COLLECTION 
SONG CGI 


GO, go, go, falſeſt of thy fex. be gone, 

Leave, leave, ah leave me, leave me to myſelf alone! 
Why would you firive by fond pretence, 

Thus to deſtroy my innocence?! 

Go. Co, &c ade, leave, &c, 


Young Celia, you too late betray'd, 
'Then thus you did the nymph upbraid, 
“Love, Like a dream uſher'd by night, 
« Flies the approach of morning light,”? 
Go go; &c. leave leave, &c. 


She that believes man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his oaths and prayers, 
May ſhe, fond the, be moſt accurſt ; 
Nay more, be ſubject to his luſt, 

Go, go, &. leave, leave, Kc. 


SONG CIV. 


Blix, with affected mein, 
Tries all the power of art; 

Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 

| To gain a ſingle heart; 

Whilſt Chloe, in a different way, 
Is but herſelf to pleaſe, 

And makes new conqueſts every day, 
Without one borrow'd grace. 


Belinda's haughty air deſtroys 
Mhat native charms inſpire; 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining eyes 
Set all the world on fire; | 
Belinda may our pity move; 

But Chloe gives us pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 

Her ſiſter frowns- in vain. 
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SONG CV 
Ox a bank of flowers, 
In a ſummer-day, 
| Inviting and undreſs'd, 
In her bloom of youth, 
Fair Celia lay 
With love and {leep oppreſs'd ; 
When a youthful twain, 
With admiring eyes, 
Wilt”d that he durſt 
The ſweet maid ſurpriſe ; 
Wiih, fa, la, la, la, &e. 
But fear'd approaching ſpics. 


As he gaz'd, 
A gentle zephyr aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide : 
And the ſleeping nymph: 
Did the charms. diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide; 
Then his breath grew ſhort,. 
And his pulſe beat high, 
He long'd to touch 
What he chane'd to ſpy ;. 
With a fa, la, 
But durſt not till draw nighs. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, 
With her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſs'd the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, 
And the gods deſir'd, 
That Gelia might be kind; 


When with hopes grown bold 


He advanc'd amain; 
But ſhe laugh'd loud 
In a dream, and again, 
With a fa la, &c. 5 
Repell'd the timorous ſwain. 
D d 3. 
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vet the amorous youth, 


To relieve his loft pain, 


The ſlumb'ring maid careſs'd; 
And with trembling hand 


(O ſimple poor ſwain !) - 

Her glowing boſom preſs'd ; 
When the virgin awak'd, 
And affrighted flew, 
Vet look'd as wiſhing 
He wou'd purſue ; 

With a fa la, &c. 

But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now, now repenting, 

That he had let her fly, 

Himſelf he thus accus'd, | 

What a dull and a ſtupid 

Blockhead was I, 

That ſuch a chance abus'd? 

To my ſhame 'twill now 

On the plains be ſaid, 
mon a virgin 

| Aſleep betray'd, 

With a fa la, 

And let her go a nals 


SONG CVE 


Wurrx filently I lov'd nor dard 
Io tell me of my crime aloud, 
The influence of your ſmiles I ſhar'd, 


In common with the crowd. 


But 8 I once my flames expreſt, 


In hopes to eaſe my pain, 


You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 


The mark of your diſdain, 
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If thus, Corrinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that I adore, 

Then all mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more. 


SONG CVII. 


On! happy happy grove, 
Witneſs of our tender love 


Oh! happy happy ſhade, 
Where firſt our vows were made : 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a ſove; 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid 
And all—— and all was love, 
But Corrinna perjur'd proves 
And forſakes the thady groves ; 
When ! ſpeak of mutual joys, 
She knows not what I mean ; 
Wanton glances, ſond careſſes 
Now no more arc ſeen 
Since the falſe deluding fair 
Has left the fowr'y green 
Mourn ye nymphs that-ſporting play'd 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, 
When I was made her flave. 


SONG CVIL | 


Tur ſages of old 

In prophecy told 
The eauſe of a nation's undoing 

But our new Engliſh breed 
No prophecies necd, 
For. each one here ſecks his own ruin. 


With gr. mbling and jars 
We promote civil wars 
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And preach up falſe tenets to many 
We ſnarl and we dite, 
We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet no man has any. 


Then him let's commend 
That's true to his friend 


And the church and the ſenate would ſettle: 


Who delights not in blood, 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtands bruns to the battle. 


Who rails nat at kings, 
Nor politic things, 
Nor treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow 
But takes a full glaſs, 
To his country's ſuceeſs : 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow. 


LONG CIX. 


Wr all to conquering beauty bow 

Its plcaling power admire 

But I ne'er knew a face till now 
That cou'd like yours inſpire: 

Now I may ſay I met with one 
Amazes all mankind ; 


And, like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind. 


Soft as the tender moving ſighs. 
When longing lovers meet, 
Like the divining prophets wiſe; 
Like new- blowi roſes ſweet 

Modeſt yet gay; reſerv'd yet free 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mein like awful majeſty, 


And yet no ſpsrk of pride. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


The patriarch, to win a wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful, and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life 
And never thought it long: 
h! were you to reward ſuch care 
And life ſo long would ſtay 
Not fourteen but {our hundred years 
Would ſeem but as one day. 


$ONG CK. 


ParTHze, Billy ben't ſo filly, 
Thus to wa e thy days in grief 

You ſay, Beity will not let ye 
But can ſorrow bring relief? 


Leave repining ceaſe your whining 
Pox on torment, tears, and wo. 

If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender ; 
If ſhe's tough,—c'en let her go. 


SONG. CXI. 


Kinor.y, kindly thus my treaſure, - 
Ever love me ever charm ; 

Let the paſſion know no meaſure, 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 

Why {rou'd we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds ? 

Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling 
We'll be happy as the gods. 
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| But 

SONG CXIL 50 And 

A Sour reſormation The 
To 


Crauls out thro the nation, 35 5 
While dunder head ſages Wo 
Who hope for good wages . | 
Direct us the way. 
Ye ſons of the muſes, 
Then cloack your abuſes 
And leſt you ſhould trample 
On pious example, 
| _ Obſerve and obey. 
Time-frenzy curers, 
And-ſtubborn nonjurors 
For want of diverſion 
Now ſcourge the lewd times 
They've hinted they've printed, 
Our vein it prophane is 
- And worſt of all crimes ; 
The clod pated railers, 
Smiths, coblers and coliers, 


Have damn'd all our ryhmes. 


Under the notion, 
Of zeal for devotion, 
The humour has fir d 'em, 
And malice inſpir'd 'em, 
To tutor the age; 
But if in ſeaſon, | 
| You'd know the true reaſon 
The hopes of perſerment. 
Is what makes the vermin 
Now rail at the ſtage 
Cuckolds and canters 
With ſeruͤples and banters 
Old Oliver's peal, 
Againſt poctry ring. 
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But let ſtate revolvers, 

And treaſon abfolvers 
Excuſe if I fing 

The rebel that chuſes 

To cry down the muſes 

Wou'd cry down the king, 


THE END OF THE THIRD VOLUME» 
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